THE   LAST   VOLLEY
the chapel roof at Grignon, her dark hair catching the
glow from the chandeliers.
What life, what golden life had been promised them
by the fortune-teller, a future which had only seemed to
live in the few short days at La Petite Malgrange! There
had been the last time he had drawn his sword, never to
replace it, the advance up the slope at the head of the
Imperial Guard, and the moonlit way to Genappe. . . .
All ended!
We _ will live upon the past. . .  .
Years had gone in the telling, more years than the
soldiers of the Empire had stopped to remember. They
had lived in a swirl of Action, apart from time, but now
such things as a brand falling from the fire, or the silent
intentness of his watchers, could conjure (distance. The
Revolution, from which he had gained his birthright,
was becoming a memory. Let him dream back for a
moment. He was forty-six, and had been a soldier for
upwards of twenty-seven years. It was twenty-two years
since the Terror, the year after the cannonade which had
shaken Valmy and so Europe, which none but the old
soldier remembered nowadays. It was twenty-sis years
since the States-General had met to govern, and a full
thirty since Second-lieutenant Bonaparte had walked the
dew with Catherine de Colombier, when dawn broke over
the cherry-trees at Basseau.
France was changing. The fire dropped low in the
grate. And the four sentries kept vigil over the sleeper.
Elsewhere in Paris there were people who still danced
or took a hand at the card-tables. Soon after midnight
the result of the trial reached them, putting an end to the
music while the games were unfinished, but not all from
the same motive. Here and there a returned emigrant
was pleased at the news, though it was dangerous for
any, apart from the women, to show it. For a chair
was likely to be pushed back and a challenge hurled by
one of the veterans within hearing. Some thought
wildly of rescue. Weapons were handy. Where was it
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